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CHRISTMASSTORY

With Mighty Little Sentiment and
No Tears in It

A etrong odor of stale beer and tobaceo pre-
ceded bim, and a neglect to avall himself of
the elevator had rather winded him. He
braced up in a moment, however, and as he
sented himself beslde our desk he was quite
himsel! again. He must bave divined our
thoughts, for he quickly sald:

“You wera about to do me an injustice, un-
intentionally, of course, but an injustice,
nevertheless, Noj; I am not in need of a bite,
nor does a debased appetite crave a drink.”’

Once more he must have devined our
thoughts,

“You are at a loss to know, then, what I
do want. I will inform you,' he continued,
gettling himeell back more comfortably in the
chair, and drawing from an inside pocket s
eoiled and worn bundle of manuscript. ‘At
this season of the year, when all hearts are
presumed to be overflowing with peace and
good will, it is fitting and appropriate that
the Christmas story should appear in every
well regulated journal. Experience has taught
me, however, that such storles as a rule are
too full of sadness. This should not be.
There should be more of joyousness permeat-
ing them, if I may apply that expression. As
the editor of a great and Influentlal journal, 1
feel that you sgree with me. With such an
end in view [ have written one which I be-
leve will fully meet with our views. It was
written with no desire for pecunlary gain.
Some twenty-five cents were expended by me
for paper and Ink in connection with it, how-
ever, and I feel that {n asking you to relm-
burse me to thatextentI wiil be mersly giving
you the opportunity to joln me in making
glad some weary, careworn soul. Thanks.
No; I do not desire my name to appear. Not
fame, but the happlness of my race s my ob-
ject.”

This is the story he wrote:

AFTER MANY DAYS;
'n,
FILLED AT LASBT.

CHAPTER 1.

It is noon.

It is noon in the calm, still town ol George-
town., It is also noon in one or two other
towns as still and as calm as Georgetown.
But as toe the latter, particularly,

CHAPTER IL
As the bells of the town proclaim the noon
hour, Mre. Sarah Spickworthy and her seven
falr dgughiers seat themselves at the midday
meal, set in their plain but dilapldated man-
slon standing near where the waters of the
Potomace rise and fall. One vacant chalr
pathetically tells {ts tale! Willlam, the son

and Lrother, is late, as usual,

CHAPTER ILL
William Bnickworthy, our hero, {8 the only
son of his mother—the only brother of seven
sisters. Bill's lot, therefore, {8 a sad one,.
Yet, William is both noble and good; as, in-
deed, all well regulated heroes should be.
Wiiiam is also 15 years of age. But, not-
withstanding his nobleness and his goodness,
his youthful years, and the fact that he in-
variably becomes an earnest and devout mem-
ber of at least eleven different Sunday schools
jmmedlately preceding each recarring Christ-
mas, Bill's worth {s unappreclated, unnoticed.
Even now, as he slides with all the touching
meekness of the average boy to the table, and
hastily fills his mouth to such an extent that
standing room only is obtalnable within,
Fate's dark clouds lower about him, and the
unsympathetic volce of his mother breaks the
awlul gilence:
“Bill, "fore you teck er nuther mouthful,
run to th' pump fer er bucket of water.”

CHAPTER IV,

All eyes are turned upon Willlam.

“Dog gone it," he says, a8 he vainly en-
deavors to hide his emotions and more dinner,
tigf | alnt tired of this, 'Speclally when a
fellow ls enjoyin’ hisself In th’ bosom of his
family, Darn ef I aint tired of runnin' fer
water, mother,”

Mary Liz, the eldest Miss Snickworthy,
catelics the speaker’s eye.

“iLaw, Ma, jes listen to that boy. A livin'
disgrace to the whole family., But what else
is to be expected of men or boys, I'd llke to
know. Gooduess knows, they'reof no slghtly
use in creation !

Willlem is recognized.

“That's what they all say, slster mine, when
gals git lef’. Iv's bard luck, Mary Liz, an’l
weeps fer you, old gal, But don'tjgive up,
sweel gal, there's lotsof fools 'mongus men."

Miss Soickworthy scornfully lgnores her
brother's eloquent remurks. Bpringing up
from ihe table, he pleks up an old tin pall and
pulls open the door. Blanding just without,
Le exclalms:

“Mother, this Is the lust time Bill Bnlek-
worthy waters thls siock, Bee! Au revoir,
ladies,”! And William andithe’pail are gone.

UHAPTRR YV,

Alopgside her wharf lles the good ship
Susan June, ready tosall for forelgn shores.
Toward hier Tom Topper wends his way.

Thomas {8 of some 17 years of age, and of
the decided opinlon that virtue is not its own
reward. Just why le stopped on reaching
the old pump mwsy, perhaps, never be known.
Perbaps Be was thirsty, But stop and drink
he did, and us he elegantly yet slmply wiped
his mouth by drawing his coatsleeve across i,
Mr, Spickworthy, pell sttached, spproached.

uihiver me timbers,” erled Thomas, with
an gpproved nautical hitch and roll. “Where
bound, BIll Bulckworthy ¥’

#Wlo this very pump, my hearty, for a cargo
of water,” replled Bill, meekly endeavoring
to assuine the casy naulicsl form of Mr.
Topper,

take, Bill," tauntingly replies Thomas,
Hauling water fur a lot of land sharkis, eh |
Why don't you ship your cable an® et sall "
“What do you mean, Tom? Run away ¥’
gaaps William

“Why, of course | does. On the Susan
Jane, here.  With me.'’

“When? Now?*"

“Oort ! Are you with me?"”

“Darn el I alnt Tom."
CHAITER VL.

Soon the Su2an Jave cast off her moor-
Inge and salled away. The cmpty pall lay
hidden near the old pump.

Long that day the Widow Salckworthy and
the varlous Mlsses Snlekworthy walted, but
neither Willlam nor the pall returned. The
world rolled on, the sun sank to rest, and the
stars looked down upona Willlumloss, pallless
home.

CHATTER VIL.
Months, years have passed, A night as
dark and fearful as the gloom of the reglons
of uvil has fallen upon the distant’'sea through
which the old ship Susan Jane (Mesars.
Topper and Rnfckworthy aboard) uneasily
plunges. The stars of heaven are hidden be-
hind dark, angry clouds, the waters roll
mountain high, while the wind shrieks and
roars through the rigging of the good old
ship.
Captain Barnacle, himsel!, is on deck.
“Bad outlook ahead, Cap'n,” cries cld Ben
Mainbrace, the first mate,
“tAye, aye,” roars the Captain. **Looks as
{f we'll all be a-steerin’ a dif’rent course *fore
daybreak 1"’
The day and the Susan Jane broke simul-
taneously. The sun came up—the Susin
Jane went down.

CHAPTER VIIL
Cliristmas Day, twenty years later.
The snow lles deep and hard, the dayls
bright and clear, and glad Dbells ring the
praise of Him wkose words of **Peace ! Good
will to men,” coming down through the ages
are yot as full of sweet comfort and hope as
in the days He spake, **Iam the Resurrection
and the Life "
Upon the wharf, trom which twenty
years before the good ship SBusan Jane salled
away, never agsain to be heard of, stands a
manof some 35 years of age.
“Nothing is changed. Georgetown is atill
Georgetown. The old wharf is even as it was
then, And—@Great heavens! Can it still be
there* No, no; it must have gone years
since. Yet, let me gaze once again upon the
spot.”’

CHAPTER 1X,
Again it is noon.
Once more, around the midday meal on
this joyous Christmas Day the Widow Snick-
worthy and her daughters seven gather,
Neither time nor hymen has diminished their
number.
“Ma,"” says Mary Liz, pausing for a mo-
ment in her terrible onslaught upon a portion
of the antigusted fowl selected to do the
honors of the day, **my nose itches like all
creation. Some stranger is comin’, sure asz
I'm born.”
“Ma, 'spose it was Bill,"" faintly suggests
Matilda Josephine, the very youngest Miss
Snickworthy.
“Don’t 'spose anything so downright silly,
"Tilda,” remarks Miss Mary Ellzabeth.
‘iBut, ain’t it just likely to happen ¥’ in-
quires Miss Hannah Pauline Snickworthy.
“An' if Bll should come, Ma, now what
would yon say 1"
But before Sarah Bnickworthy has time to
reply, the door is thrown wide open, and Wil-
liam 8nickworthy, grown to manhood, bronzed
by wind and sun, stands before them with
the sume old pall filled to overflowing with
the water which twenty years before he was
ordered to bring.
“Yes, mothe " he says, sstting the pail
down and throwing his arms around her,
“‘what do you eay now, when long years have
passed, when, after shipwreck and a lifetime
speut in foreign lands, 1 have at last obeyed
your command and place before you the pall
of water you bade me bring "

“What do I say?" she repeats, aud the
seven Misses Snickworthy rlse to cateh her
reply. *Well, I do say, Willlam, that you've
been long 'nuil a-gittin’ It 1"
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THEY FAIL IN JOURNALISM.

What Sir Edwin Arnold Says of Success-
ful Novellsts.
Datroit News.

“It Is 0 matter worthy of note that novel-
{sts do not meke good journalists, as a rule,”
said Bir Edwin Arpold this morning. *1 have
tried many of them, and in the majority of
cases the bLrightest writers of fietlon, men
wlhose fame 15 dear to all England, have been
lamentable faflures as journalists, There was
Charles Reade, who always was a foreible,
effective writer of prose, a man who could
strike in & powerful manner when he felt so
fnclined. This was certainly the kind of ma-
terial of which a good journalist should be
composed, apd Mr, Reade became a member
of the Telegraph stafl. There he displayed
those other qualities of the novelist—lack of
method for everydsy application and a ten-
dency to wait until the spirit moved him.
That is all very well fora great work of
fiction which should be carrled around in
your head, perbaps many years, until every
detall stands forth and the conception is no-
where lllogleal or false, But a newsprper
must come outb every day and current ¢com-
ment made, Many other grest novellats have
falled as journslists, I consider Mr, Bala one
of our brightest and wittlest editorial writers.!

An eplsode wos to-day related by Bir Ed-
win Arnold, which will [{llustrate his kindly
nature, Io Albapy an old lady, an admirer
of his worlke, wrote asking permission to eall
upon him, Bir Edwin, after remarking that
he felt highly flattered, wrote deaying the re-
quest, but asking permission to eull upon her,

— —-— - — —
Mesars, Boblopson, Parker & Co., corner

T'wolfth and F streets northiwest, have a most

reallstic window display, representing s coast-

lng scene, with boys actually coasting down
hill| and, to make It wore patursl, from 7 1o
¢ o'clock every eveniog there Is a real enow
gtovin, Itis s very lntergsting exhibit and

SOME FACTS FROM CHINA.
Interesting Statistion About the Vast Em.
plre and It People.

Pittsburg Dispateh,

Not many yoars ago the population of China
was estimated at about 500,000,000 soula,
This was reduced ten yenrs ago to 405,000,000,
More recent and thorough Investigation, the
result of whichh has just been published by
famous UGerman statisticlang, Supan and
Wagner, places the number at 350,000,000,
As these figures have been arrived at after an
immense amount of labor and care, it Is hardly
likely they will be changed in any great de-
gree by future estimates. As will be observeq,
the last reduces the first figurea 150,00 0,000,
or nearly two and a half times the population
of the United States. Truly s tremendous
difference, but has the reader ever stopped to
consider the Immensity of the figures remain-
ing. Idly sounding them on the tongue gives
oner‘:: real ‘:flu tl)t v;lhat. is eon;i.n |ll".l a
number reaching nine y especlally when
that number re gnunts Euman beings. Thres
hundred and ffty million Is within 7,370,000
of the population of entire Europe. If China
organized its army on a basis comparative
with those of European vernments and
went to war it would require a combination
embracing ev country on the European
continent to resist the intruder. The wonder-
ful army of Xerxes would be as nothing in
comparison with the Mongolian horde.
Another way {s to take the total population
and compare it with anything else of magni-
tude that can be reduced to simple figures.
For instance, if you stood every Chinese in-
dividual on his feet and side by side, allowing
eighteen Inches for each one. you would have
a continuous line 99,432 mlles long, or ver
nearly four times around the earth. Ntan
them on top of each other, feet on head, and
allowing an average stature of five feet six
{nches to esch Individual, and you would
have a string of Chinnmen that would reach
to the moon, aronnd {t, and half way back to
the earth on the other elde. If each person in
Chipa corsumes an average of five pounds of
food daily, it would requlre 819,375,000 tons
to feed the people a year.

There I8 only one small thing about the
Chinese nation and that is [ts national debs.
That amounts to only $358,500,000. Itstrikes me
as being greatly to the credlt of a people, who
could free themselves entlrely from obliga-
tlon by an assessment ol cleven conts per
capita. In our own country, with all {its
greatness, about $24.90 would be required from
every man, woman, and child to square our
account completely.

Grand Hollday Opening at the Palaece
Storea of the Great Atlantic and Pa-
cific Tea Company.
Seventh street was never so crowded with
people as it was last Tuesday evening. The
occasion of the throng was the annual holiday
opening of the palace stores of the Great At-
lantie and Paclfie Tea Company. The foity-
nine clerks who were In attendanee were kept
busy as bees in harvest time, taking orders
for Teas, Coffees, Sugars and Baking Powders,
also between times, the large corps of pleas-
ant clerks were presenting handsome flowers
and the beauntiful ‘*Home Guard Christmas
Panel” to each visitor who honored this grand
openlnglz with thelr presence. The Home
Guard {8 entirely original—it is a superb ple-
ture—representing the happy face of a 3-
year-old boy, in full uniform, with a toy gun,
bugle, sword, drum, and a little helmet on his
head, and he seems to be the happiest little
Home Guard in all Christendom. This panel
leture is handsome enough to adorn sany
amily parlor In the Natlional Capital.
This company controls 225 stores through:
out the United States, representing $25,000,-
000, having thelr headquarters at 335 and 87
Vesey street, New York City. During the
opening, the ladies and others received
through the courtesy of the genlal manager,
over 12,000 fresh cut and fragrant flowers, und
8,000 of the “Home Guard Panels.” The
stores, 501 and 503 (which are the maln es-
tablishments), are centrally located at the cor-
ner of Beventh and E streets, northwest. The
two large and well-arranged stores were
beautifully i{lluminated, there being 150 In-
candescent and two very large electrie lights,
with 3850 gos jets, In all, it was a grand and
magnificent spectacle, far surpassing any-
thing of the kind that has ever been wit-
nessed in the Capital city, and far
eclipsing any of their former openings.
The stores were elegantly decorated with
exotle cut flowers, pot plants, feros, ete.,
also handsome French plate mirrors, Chinese
and Japanese lanterns, all of an elaborate
character. Taking in the whole situation at a
glance one would almost Imagine that they
were in the Orient where these excellent
teas came from, The flowers and plants were
furnished 1;?' the well-known florists, Messrs,
Btrauss & Co., ana the draperies and hangings
were kindly loaned for the occaslon by Mr,
Thomas D. Bingleton, the prominent 8eventh-
street merchant, The draperles and other
hangings were artistically arranged by one of
Mr, Bingleton’s skllled workmen, and take
it all together It presented an unique
and Orfental n})peumnce. There was a con-
stant throng of people early in the day wend-
ing their way to the grand holiday opening
and It lasted until latein the night. As an
opening and a business enterprise 1t was
surely a grand success, All the detalls were
under the Immediate supervision of the enter-
prising business manager, Mr. N, H. Bowman,
to whom it reflects a great deal of credit, not
only forthe satisfactory termination of Fri-
day's opening enterprise, but for his busl-
ness sagacity a8 mavager ever since thelr first
opening In thia city years ago. 1t might be
truthfully sald that these three large
stores with branches In  every market
are ‘‘the Queen Bees" In  their llue of
goods in the National Capltal, because their
business In Teas, Coffees, and Baking Powders
bave grown Lo imwmense proportlons on ac-
count of excellent management, falr dealings,
and selling pure, stralght goods, HIis corps of
obliging saleemen vied with esch other Lo as-
slst thelr manager lo carrying out the minute
detalls, and the pretty young lady cashier was
busy during the entire openiug tsklog fo the
cash and glylng the correct change. The
r;‘mnlu r was & bappy termination of a well-
anned system of detalls by the manager,
Ir. Newlon H, Bowman,

Lower Btill the Walsts Are Out,
New York Evening World.

The latest thing in a danclpg tollet or opera-
box is a bare back, unmasked bosom and per-
fumed sboolders. Walsts are cut low—to the
ling of degradation—and buds, belles, you
marrled women, wrinkled up spinsters, an
fat old grannies with bulglng pocketbooks
order them, pay for them, and wear them on
every ceremonlons oceasion without a flicker
of sheme or a blush of mudesty. It's the
fashion {o high life.

If you haven't already gotton one of our
$0.00 Bults or Overcoats you should get one
this week, They will all be gope by Christ-
mus. Elseman Brog., 7th and ¥,

VEERHOFF
GALLERIE

1217 F STREET N. W,

NEW PICTURES:

THE FOUR SEASONS,
FEAST TO FLORA,
WHITE SQUADRON,
AWAITING THE VICTORS,

KING’S DAUGHTER,
CHERRY PICKING,
CAROTS’ SAND CART,
MORANS’ FISHING SMACK,

Latest Imported Novelties in Frames Just Received.

Exquisite Designs in Mirrors in All Gold, Cream and
Gold, and Other Finishes.

FRENCH FAC SIMILES BEAUTIFULLY FRAMED.

Novelties in Framed Pictures.
THE NEW YORK WATER COLOR EXHIBITION

HAS BEEN A GREAT SUCCESS.

Fifteen New Pictures Have Been Added.

GALLERIES OPEN IN EVENING UNTIL 10 0’ CLOCK.

S. H. MOORE & CO.

SUCCESSORS TO JOHN G. SLATER,
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FURNITURE. AND GARPET STORE,

0000000000C00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000

Q000000000

310 and 312 Pa. Ave. S. E.

FURNITURE OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

CARPETS OF EVERY GRADE.

STOVES OF ALL KINDS AND AT ALL PRIOCES,

CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS.

>. H. MOORE & CO,,

#Well, you are a landlubber, an’ no mis-

allracts large crowdas.

Gill's Marehmallows, 11th aud F.

310 AND 312 PA, AVE,, 8. E,




